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v " But who are you, daddy ? Did you run from the
Soviets ? " the mistress asked inquisitively.
" You've hit it:  I ran from the Soviets.  I ran and ran,
and ran all the way to the sea ; but now I'm quietly making
-4my way back again.  I'm tired of running . .." the garrulous
old fellow answered, squatting down on Ms heels by the
door,
" But who are you all the same ? Where are you from ? "
the master renewed the examination.
The old man drew a large pair of tailor's scissors out of a
pocket, turned them over and over in Ms hands, and said
with the same fixed smile on Ms lips:
" Here's my document:   I've come all the way from
Novorossisk under its orders.  But my native place is a long
way off, the other side of Vieshenska district.  And that's
where I'm off to now, after having had a taste of the salt
<* water in the sea/'
" I'm from Vieshenska too, daddy/* Aksinia cried in
delight.
" You don't say! " the old man exclaimed. " Well, of
all the places to meet a fellow-countrywoman in! Though
these days even that isn't surprising; we're like the Jews
now, we're scattered over the face of the earth. In the
Kuban it was so bad that if you threw a stick at a dog you'd
hit a Don cossack. You came across them everywhere, you
couldn't get away from them, and there were even more
of them buried in the ground. My dear people, I've seen all
sorts of sights during this retreat. You wouldn't believe
*the misery the people are suffering. Two days ago I was
sitting in a station, and beside me was a gentlewoman
wearing spectacles, and through her spectacles she was
looking for the lice on her. And they were marching over
her in regiments. And there she was picking them oS with
her fingers, and her face as sour as though she'd bitten a
rotten apple. Every time she crushed one poor little louse
she frowned still more, as though she was about to double
up and be sick, she looked so disgusted. And yet you'll
find a stout fellow killing a man and not frowning in the
least, nor even turning up Ms nose. I saw one such dare-
devil cut down three Kalmyks, and afterwards he wiped his
r sabre on Ms horse's mane, took out a cigarette, lit it, rode
f up to me and asked: * What are you staring -your eyes